568                  JUDITH PARIS                  PART

It was for Judith wonderful in all its mingled
life, its wealth and poverty, fine ladies and
scoundrels, triumphant soldiers and washer-
women, ordinary quiet Frenchmen and ruffians
almost in rags, clerics and flower-sellers, tourists
and solemn officials. They had been in it so
often, Emma and she, that she wondered why it
seemed to-day to have some special significance
for her.

She stood for a moment under the burning
sun, jostled on every side, trying to define her
impression. She was being reminded of some-
thing. The broad space around her seemed to
narrow. The dazzling sunlight on the white
walls darkened. She was suddenly chilled. The
movement was frozen. She heard a voice in
her ear: * No, madam, I fear the crowd is too
great. . . . Yes, he stole from his master's till
... a butcher . . .'

She caught Emma's arm. * Let us go home,
Emma. We must rest before this evening/

* Why, my dear, you are pale.    You are un-
well/

* No, but I was reminded of something,'
Afterwards, in the dark little room in the Rue

Vivienne, she said to Emma:

* Emma, I am sure that something will happen
to us in the Palais-Royal.    I shall not return
there.'

And Emma thought to herself: * It is begin-
ning. These fancies that women get at such a
time!'

She made her lie down, and sat beside her,